The Hiflory of 
No,yet time ferues,wherein you may redeeme 
1 otir banifhthonors,andreftorcyourfelues. 

Into the good thoughts of the world againe: 

Reueng the icering and difdaind contempt 
Of this proud King,who ftudies day and night 
Toanfwereall the debt he owes to you, . 

£ucn with the bloudie payment of your deaths! 
Therefore I fay, 

VPor. P eace Coofin,fay no more. 

And now I will yndafpc a fecret booke. 

And to your quicke concerning difcontcnts 
He read you matter deepe and dangerous 
As full ofperill and aduenterousfpirit. * 

As to o re vvalke a Current rorin^ lo wd, 

- On the vnfteadfaftfboting of a fpeare. 

Hot. Ifheefall m,good night, or finke or fwime. 
Send danger fr om the £aft vnto the weft ’ 

So honor crolTe it, from theNorth to South 
And let them grappleiO the b/oud more ftirrs 
Tl o rowfc a Lion, than to ftart a Hare. 

North. Imagination offbme great exploit 
Dnues him beyond the boundesof patience. 

By heauen me thinkes it were an eafie leape * 

To fluckbrighchonor from the pale-fac’d Moone ' 

Or diue into the bottome of the deepe, * 

Wh ere fadome line could neuer touch theground 

And pluck vp drowned honor by the lockes, * 

So he that doth redeeme her thence mi»ht wearc 
Without corriuall all her dignities: ° 

But out vpon this halfe fac’t fellowfliip. 

Wor. H eapprehendes a world of figures here 
Butnot the forme of what he fhould attend, .in • 

iGood Coofin giue me audience for a while. 

Hot. I cry you mercy, 

fTor. T hofe fame nobl e Scots that are your priforters. 
Hot. lie keep e them all. 

By God he Ihali not hauc a Scot of them, 

No, if a Scot would faue his foule 3 he Ihali not. 
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He keepe them by this lhand. 

Wor You ftart a way. 

And lend no eare vptomv.purpofes: 

Thofe prifoners you ihali keepe. . 
xj. , Nav .1 will: thats flat: . 

He hud he would not ranfome Mortimer* 

Forbadmy tongue to fpeake of Mort.mcr : 

But I will find him whenhehesa fleepe, 

Andinhis care lie hollo Mortimer: * 

NayJlehaue aftarlingfhal betaught tofpeakc 
Mo thing but Mortimer,and giue it him, 

To keepe his anger flill in motion. 

Wot, Hecrevou coofin a word. 

Hot . All ftudies here 1 (bleuinly defic, 

Sauc how to gall and pinch this Bullingbroolce, 

And that fame fword and buckler Prince of Wales, 

But that I thinke his father loues him not. 

And would be glad he met with feme mifchaiicc* 

I would haue himpoyfoned with a pot of Ale. 

H'or- Farewell kinsman, lie talke to you 
When you are better tempered to attend. 

iWr^Why whatawafpc-tonguc&impatientfoolc 
Art thou, to breake into this womans moodc, 
Tyingthine eare to no tongue but thineowhc? 

Hat. Why loobe you, l am whiptandfeourg’dwith 
Netled, and ft u nig with pifmircs. when I beare (rods. 

Of this vile politician Bullingbrooke. 

In Richards time,whatdo you call the place? 

Aplague vpon it,itis inGloccfterlhirej 
Twas where the mad-cap Duke his vnclekept. 

His vnek yorke,where I firft bowed my knee 
Vnto this King of fmilesjthis Buliingbrookc: 

Zbloud whenyou and he came back from Rauenfpur^h. 

Nor, A t IWldy Gtftle. Hot, You fay tfue,° 

why what acandic deal of curtefie, 

This fawning grey hound then did proffer me, 

Looke when this infant fortune came to age. 

And gentle Harry Percy 3 and kind Coofin: 
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